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The Scream Queen ‘lop Ten 


n this year of the “erotic 

thriller,” people keep asking 
me my opinion of who the sexiest 
Scream Queen is. 

Lemme splain something 
here. 

It’s two different things. 

An actress who stars in an 
“erotic thriller” is the villain. 

An actress who stars in a hor- 
ror flick is the heroine. 

It’s different as night and day. 
The star of a horror flick—and 
they're always women—defeats 
the psycho killer. The female star 
of an “erotic thriller” is the psycho 
killer. 

I’m surprised I have to ex- 
plain this to you people. 

Every actress is either one or 
the other. Linnea Quigley, Brinke 
Stevens, Linda Blair, Monique 
Gabrielle—always Scream 
Queens. Shannon Tweed, Kathy 
Shower, Sybil Danning—always 
demon-possessed manipulative 
Ex-Wives From Hell. Occasion- 
ally you find an actress who can 
cross over and play both the 
Scream Queen and the Devour- 
ing Fantasy Woman. Offhand the 
only one I can think of is Wendy 
MacDonald, star of Legal Tender 
(whining bitch), Naked Obsession = 
(manipulative bitch), and Dark 
Side of the Moon (Sigourney 


ee tee SS Ligeee d In case you don’t recognize them, the stars of Hollywood Scream 

By Queens Hot Tub Party are (butts out) Michelle Bauer and Brinke 
knowisthattheageoftheScream Stevens, (butts together) Roxanne Kernohan and Monique 
Queen may be nearing its end. Gabrielle, and (no butt) Kelli Maroney. 


INSIDE : Exploding Bamboo, Lorenzo Lamas and The Losers 





Drive-In Theater 

Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears on The Movie Channel 
every Saturday night at 11 p.m. Eastern, 10 Central, 9 Moun- 
tain, 11 Pacific. 

December 12: “Anthony Perkins Night.” Destroyer: Lyle 
Alzado is a mass-murdering maniac in a dirty undershirt who 
was fried in the electric chair, but it didn’t kill him—all it did was 
scramble his brains and explode some blood vessels on the side - 
of his skull—and now he’s roaming around through the aban- 
doned Colcrado prison sewers. That’s bad news for Anthony 
Perkins, who comes to town as the director of Death House 
Dolls, bringing a whole bunch of bimbos with him to shoot the 
shower scene. Also starring Denver nightclub singer Lannie 
Garrett as “Miss Dairyland 1971,” Deborah Foreman in the 
lead role, and MTV deejay Jim Turner as a whacked-out 
special-effects guy on the crew. Four stars. (Second feature: 
Warlock: The movie that asks the question “Could a 17th- 
century Pilgrim in a fur suit and an El Lay waitress in a mini- 
skirt establish a bi-coastal relationship?” And the answer is, 
“Yes, but only if united by the fear of a flying warlock with long 
| blond hair who looks like a rock singer and is trying to destroy 
the universe.” Seventeen thousand special effects in one of the 
most original movies of the nineties, starring Richard E. Grant 
as the good Pilgrim, Julian Sands as the bad pilgrim, Lori 
Singer as the girl in the middle, and Mary Woronov as the 
psychic channeller. Four stars.) | 

December 19: Night of the Living Dead 25th-anniversary | 
reunion night. George Romero’s original 1967 zombie classic 
will be shown first, followed by the 1990 remake, and Joe Bob 
will be joined by Tom Savini, director of the more recent film, 
and two cast members from the 1967 version, Marilyn Eastman 
and Karl Hardman. (Other cast members have also been 
invited, but were unconfirmed at press time. Duane Jones, 
| star of the first film, died three years ago.) Night of the Living 
Dead was the movie that stunned a whole generation of horror 
fans and influenced a whole generation of horror directors, as 
the eastern third of the United States is taken over by an army 
of living dead and six people are thrown together in an aban- 
doned farmhouse, where they try to survive. Savini’s remake 
was the legendary special-effects man’s directorial debut. It’s 
every bit as good as the original. 

December 26: Dollman, The Pit and the Pendulum. 











































After last year’s two ultimate parody films, Tower of 
Terror and Sorority House Massacre 2, it’s gonna be 
hard to ever take a limping, whimpering Jamie Lee 
Curtis-type seriously again. 

But, since I’m asked about this so much, here’s 
the list anyhow. The top ten Scream Queens for the 
nineties: 

1. Linnea Quigley: Ever since she was a punk 
zombie, dancing nekkid on the tombstone in Return 
of the Living Dead, Linnea has been the first choice 
among screamers. She is also the loudest screamer 
I’ve ever heard. The guys love her because of her All- 
American girl-next-door looks, and her accessibility. 
She hangs out at all the horror fan conventions. 

2. Brinke Stevens: The intellectual among Scream 
Queens, Brinke is an ex-marine biologist who often 
writes and produces her movies, like the recent 
Teenage Exorcist. She has dark Mongolian eyes that 
drive us all wild. 

3. Monique Gabrielle: The star of Emmanuelle V 
is pure sex. She loves to vamp for the camera. The 
amazing thing is that she’s more erotic today than 
she was ten years ago. 


4. Wendy MacDonald: The best pure actress in 
the B movies. 

5. Ginger Lynn Allen: Another one who can be 
both a Scream Queen and a Devouring Woman, she 
becomes a better actress each year and may become 
the first woman ever to successfully cross over from 
X-rated to R-rated films. 

6. Maria Ford: Has only made a few movies, 
including Naked Obsession and Ring of Fire, but the 
guys love her, maybe because she seems so shy. 
She’s also the best erotic dancer (a useful Scream 
Queen skill). 

7. Linda Blair: Still screaming after all these 
years. Her movie, Red Heat, from the mid-eighties is 
probably the best women-in-prison picture ever made. 

8. Michelle Bauer: A perfect body. No further 
explanation needed. 

9. Edy Williams: The oldest scream queen who 
can still get away with it, ripping her clothes off at 
least nineteen times in the 1990 classic Bad Girls 
From Mars. 

10. Roxanne Kernohan: On the list for one scene 
only. Remember in Critters 2 when she changes from 
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a space alien into her luscious 
nekkid self? Whoa! 

Please clip this out and keep 
it in your wallet at all times. I 
do not wanna have to repeat 
myself. 

And speaking of Scream 
Queens, we have here a new 
video called Hollywood Scream 
Queen Hot Tub Party, which, 
as you know, is not the first 
movie to combine hot tubbing 
and screaming—but it is the 
only movie ever made with five 
scream queens in the same hot 
tub. 

Actually, what we’ve got 
here is a collection of clips and 
gags based around the idea that 
five professional screamers 
show up at a haunted house in 
Hollywood, decide to order a 
ouija board, change into 
Frederick’s of Hollywood linge- 
rie, get scared, sit around in 
the hot tub together, and holda 
“seminar” on the art of low- 
budget movies. 

Could it be? Is it? Yes! It’s 
the mind of master exploita- 
tion filmmakers Arch “Remove 
Your Tops, Please, Ladies” 
Stanton and Bill “Bug Eyes” 
Carson. Subtle they’re not. 
Their idea of a transition is to 
have one of the actresses say, 
“Remember the time I was in 
Slumber Party Massacre?”— 
cut to clip from Slumber Party 
Massacre. 

In other words, a despicable 
excuse to watch a lot of young 
starlets rip offtheir clothes once 
every two minutes. 

My kinda movie. 


Kighty-one breasts. Twelve dead bodies. Gratu- 
itous lingerie. Gratuitous bikinis. Footage from Slum- 
ber Party Massacre, Sorority House Massacre II, 
Tower of Terror, Emmanuelle V, Evil Toons, Holly- 
wood Chainsaw Hookers. Kung Fu. Chainsaw Fu. 
Hot pants Fu. Drive-In Academy Award nomina- 
tions for Michelle Bauer, for saying “No screaming 
unless you get paid for it” and dancing with a 
chainsaw; Monique Gabrielle, for demonstrating the 
; and Roxanne Kernohan, 
for having laundry-room sex with an ugly zombie 


“Dance of the Vampires” 


mutant. 
Two and a half stars. 
Joe Bob says check it out. 
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Anxiety (Bonnie Timmons): Like a clothes- 
line loaded with raggedy socks and undies, 


Timmons unashamedly hangs up our collective 
hang-ups and airs out every conceivable anxi- 
ety in this series of smart, funny and painfully 
poignant cartoons. Three and a half stars. ($8, 
Ballantine Books, a division of Random House, 
New York, NY 10022.) 









It took us twenty years, but, by God, thanks to Filipino action movies . . . 


We Finally Win in Nam 


was telling Wanda Bodine that it’s been a long 

time since I’ve seen a good exploding-bamboo 
movie where they just crank it up and start blowing 
off the heads of Viet Cong soldiers. 

You know that way they die in the movies? 

They pop out from behind a palm tree in their 
little Mousey Tongue jackets, raise their rifle, and 


fire 4,000 rounds directly toward the camera. All of 
the rounds miss the camera and all the American 
soldiers in the movie. 

Then somebody like Jan-Michael Vincent takes 
aim with a pistol, fires twice, and the trigger-happy 
Viet Cong rifleman with the bad eyesight throws his 
arms up in the air, shakes his whole body like a man 
doing an epileptic monkey dance, and then falls 
forward head-first over a log. Sometimes there’s 
nothing on the other side of the log except a 100-foot 
drop into a swamp. 

“How come they always fall forward?” Wanda 
Bodine was asking me. 

“What do you mean?” 

“It just seems like, if you got shot in the stomach 
or the head, you would fall backward.” 

This is the kind of question Wanda has been 
asking lately. It’s real irritating. 

So I told her, “If he fell backwards, we wouldn’t 
get to witness the death throes.” 





Jillian McWhirter oad Jan-Michael Vincent paiiort pee other pfiee 
being told they won’t have any lines to say, in the exploding-bamboo 


“What are death throes?” 

“You know, that part right before he dies where 
he jerks around like a catfish with a thumb in his 
mouth.” 

“Yeah, and why does he do that?” 

Wanda doesn’t know the slightest thing about 
how movies are made. 

“So we'll know which 
side he’s on. If he was on 
our side, it would take 
him ten minutes to die, 
and he’d save forty or- 
phans by throwing his 
body on a live grenade.” 

Anyhow, that’s not 
the point. The point is 
that finally, after twenty 
years, they still can’t 
make a real Vietnam 

_ movie. Have you noticed 
that every Nam flick— 
no matter whether they 
star Stallone, or Chuck 
Norris, or whoever—al- 
ways takes place after 
the war is over? (I’m not 
counting art films like 
Apocalypse Now. I’m 
talking about old-fash- 
ioned war films where 
there’s an enemy, and 
the goal is to kill the en- 
emy.) Stallone is always 

going over there to rescue missing-in-action prison- 
ers. Chuck rescues MIA’s and orphans. Then there’s 

a whole bunch of “Assemble The Squad” pictures 

about Nam, wheresome guy is lost over there, or held 
in a secret Viet Cong dungeon, and so all his old 
buddies call each other up and say, “Hey, buddy, are 
you with us? It’s time to assemble the squad.” And 
then ten minutes later these guys are quitting their 

jobs, climbing into camouflage suits, getting their M- 

16’s out of the garage, and getting ready to boogie. 

In other words, it’s only okay to blow away Cong 
soldiers after they've stopped fighting. 

Is this a great country or what? 

“By the way,” Wanda asked me, “why do they 
always blow up the guard tower? And why does the 
guard always jump out of the guard tower before it 
blows up?” 

Some things cannot be explained to women. 

“Because it looks neat,” I told her. “It makes us 
think we won the goldurn war.” 


Anyhow, what I’m leading up to is Beyond the 
Call of Duty, the latest flick from the king of Filipino 
directors, Cirio “What Can We Blow Up Today” 
Santiago. The following is the complete plot of this 
movie: 

Rat-a-tat-a-tat-a-tat Kaplooey Rat-a-tat-a-tat-a- 
tat. 

Jan-Michael Vincent, rebel American soldier, 
furrows his brow and starts evacuating his men from 
Nam. 

Kapow Boom Kaplooey Budda-budda-budda. 

Documentary filmmaker Jillian McWhirter gets 
some orphans out of the Catholic church and begs 
Jan-Michael to take em all with him as he escapes in 
a patrol boat down the 
Mekong River. 

Kaboom Boom ex- 
ploding stuff exploding 
stuff exploding stuff. 

Jillian can’t decide 
whether to sleep with 
Jan-Michael or fellow 
hunk soldier Eb Lotti- 
mer. 

The obnoxious little 
orphans sing “Amazing 
Grace” when their nun 
gets it in the back with 
an AK-47. 

Plowing down the 
river, kaplooey chuck-a- 
chuck-a, heavily armed 
bridge ahead, oh no, 
kablooey, “Don’t worry, 
sir, [ll take it out,” Pow 
Boom Bang rat-a-tatta. 

In other words, 
there’s about five min- 





The entire plot of Beyond the Call of Duty. 






utes of dialogue in this 
flick, and the rest is Viet 
Cong soldiers throwing 
their arms up in the air 
and dying like cockroaches 
that have been zapped 
with Raid. There’s even a 
few scenes where Jan- 
Michael Vincent puts the 
machine gun on a turret, 
and they die in order, one 
after another. In fact, 
there’s so much dying in 
this flick that there’s no 
time for the flick. I had to 
read the press kit to figure 
out what was going on. _ 
My kinda movie. 
Two hundred fifty- 
four dead bodies—the new 
modern record. No 
breasts. One motor vehicle chase (the whole movie). 
Exploding bamboo. Two exploding copters, with 
fireballs. Exploding Filipino extras. Exploding guard 
tower (of course). Exploding fishing boat. Exploding 
house. Exploding truck. Throat-cutting. Two inno- 
cent civilians burned alive. Leech attack. Firefights. 
Riot. Kung Fu. Rocket launcher Fu. Drive-In Acad- 
emy Award nominations for Jan-Michael Vincent, 
for saying “You know I’m a family man” to the 
woman he’s sleeping with until he gets home to the 
states; and for Cirio Santiago, the director, for not 
letting any dialogue get in the way. 
Two stars. 
Joe Bob says check it out. 


Eb Lottimer is the sensitive lieutenant, emoting. 
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ampage: The long-delayed William Friedkin psychologi- 
cal thriller about a young man who goes on a murderous 
rampage, killing five people for no apparent reason, then 
claiming to police he heard voices and had the irrational fear that 
he was being poisoned. Starring Michael Biehn, Alex McArthur. 
Miramax. Theatrical. Oct. 30. 

The Efficiency Expert: Social comedy starring Anthony 
Hopkins as a hard-boiled management consultant trying to rescue 
a failing moccasin factory, only to be won over by the factory’s 
oddball warm-hearted bonhomie. Also starring Ben Mendelsohn. 
Miramax. Theatrical. Nov. 6. 

Fortune and Men’s Eyes: First video release of the brutal 
prison drama starring Wendell Burton, who learns that self- 
preservation means becoming the sexual slave of stronger inmate 
Zooey Hall. MGM/UA. $19.98. Nov. 18. 

George Washington Slept Here: First video release of the 
George S. Kaufman/Moss Hart farce starring Jack Benny as a 
confirmed Manhattanite whose antique-crazed wife, Ann 
Sheridan, buys a rotting Colonial home and forces him to live in 
it. Also starring Hattie McDaniel, Charles Coburn and Percy 
Kilbride. MGM/UDA. $19.98. Nov. 18. | 

The Guardsman: First video release of the 1931 film version 
of Ferenc Molnar’s Broadway hit that many regard as the Hun- 
garian playwright’s greatest accomplishment. This is the only 
filmed appearance of Broadway stars Alfred Lunt and Lynn 
Fontanne, who star as two married actors. Lunt tests his wife’s 
loyalty and his own skills by disguising himself and seducing his 
own wife. MGM/UA. $19.98. Nov. 18. 

Hot Chocolate: Romantic comedy starring Bo Derek as a 
Texas tycoon who travels to France to buy a chocolate factory, falls 
for the owner’s assistant, Robert Hays, and ends up fighting an 
irate divorcee anda lynch mob of bonbon makers. Live. $89.98. Nov. 
18. 

The Kid Who Loved Christmas: Story of a young boy who is 
taken from his new family after his adoptive mother is killed in a 
car accident. Upset that he has lost his new father, he writes to 
Santa for help. Starring Sammy Davis Jr. in his last film role, with 
Cicely Tyson, Michael Warren, Ben Vereen, Della Reese, 
Esther Rolle, Vanessa Williams. Paramount. $99.99. Nov. 18. 

Landslide: Action thriller about a man who escapes death in 
a mysterious car crash, but is left with amnesia and forced to search 
for his true identity while falling in love and wondering why an 
ambitious and ruthless man is out to get him. Republic. $89.98 
(video). $29.98 (laserdisc). Nov. 18. 

Manhunt of Mystery Island: Cliffhanger serial from the fifties, 
available on video for the first time, about the kidnapping of the 
inventor of a scientific breakthrough that could end the world’s 
energy crisis. Includes all 15 episodes. Republic. $29.98 (video). 
$39.98 (laserdisc). Nov. 18. 

Maytime: First video release of the musical, remembered 
mostly for its lavish songs and flower-strewn finale, starring 
Jeanette MacDonald and Nelson Eddy at the height of their 
vocal powers, and John Barrymore as the egocentric voice 
teacher whose jealousy is their undoing. MGM/UA. $19.98. Nov. 18. 

Naughty Marietta: First video release of the Victor Herbert 
operetta that marked the debut of Nelson Eddy and Jeanette 
MacDonald as a team, the story of a French princess who flees to 
New Orleans to avoid marrying a nobleman, only to fall for a 
swaggering soldier who wards off pirates and a kingin order to keep 
her. MGM/UA. $19.98. Nov. 18. 

New Moon: First video release of the film version of the famous 
1927 operetta by Sigmund Romberg and Oscar Hammerstein 
II, starring Jeanette MacDonald as a beautiful French heiress 
shipwrecked in the tropics with Nelson Eddy as a revolutionary 
nobleman. MGM/UA. $19.98. Nov. 18. 

On Borrowed Time: First video release of the whimsical fable 
starring Lionel Barrymore and Bobs Watson as, respectively, 
an old man whose magical power enables him to hold Death at bay 
(Death is played by Sir Cedric Hardwicke), hiding in a backyard 
apple tree, and the grandson he’s protecting. Also starring Beulah 





Bondi, Henry Travers. MGM/UA. $19.98. Nov. 18. 

Panther Girl of the Kongo: Cliffhanger serial from the fifties, 
available on video for the first time, about a mad scientist who 
makes giant deadly monstrosities out of ordinary animals. Includes 
all 15 episodes and the original theatrical trailer. Republic. $29.98 
(video). $39.98 (laserdisc). Nov. 18. 

Passed Away: Comedy about a family put to an endurance test 
when Dad, Jack Warden, meets his maker, throwing everyone off- 
kilter. Starring Bob Hoskins, Maureen Stapleton, Tim Curry, 
Nancy Travis, Pamela Reed, Blair Brown, Frances 
McDormand, William Petersen, Peter Reigert. Hollywood 
Pictures. $94.95. Nov. 18. 

Perils of the Darkest Jungle: Cliffhanger serial from the fifties, 
available on video for the first time, about oilmen who try to exploit 
the resources of the Amazon, but run into the wrath of Linda 
Stirling as Tiger Woman. Republic. $29.98 (video). $39.98 
(laserdisc). Nov. 18. 

Period of Adjustment: First video release of the Tennessee 
Williams comedy about a newly-married couple having trouble 
consummating their marriage who descend upon the groom’s old 
war buddy, only to find that his wife has just walked out on him. 
Featuring Jane Fonda, Tony Franciosa. Directed by George 
Roy Hill. MGM/UA. $19.98. Nov. 18. 

Private Lives: First video release of the Noel Coward classic 
starring Norma Shearer and Robert Montgomery as two bon 
vivants who find out they can’t live with or without each other, but 
only after they both marry other people. MGM/UA. $19.98. Nov. 18. 

Rose-Marie: First video release of the classic musical featur- 
ing such standards as “Song of the Mounties,” “Rose-Marie, I Love 
You,” and “Indian Love Call,” and a production number that 
includes more than 50 tribes of dancing American Indians. MGM/ 
VA. $19.98. Nov. 18. : 

Shooting Elizabeth: Black comedy starring Jeff Goldblum 
as a bumbling husband who plans to murder his loudmouthed wife, 
Mimi Rogers, on his birthday, but ends up not killing her after all, 
but finding that he’s charged with her “murder,” then having to find 
her to prove to the police he’s a wonderful husband. Live. $89.98. 
Nov. 18. 

Sometimes They Come Back: Horror tale starring Tim 
Matheson as a young man who fled his town in terror when his 
brother was killed by delinquents, but returns to teach high school, 
only to find out the new kids in his class are the same ghouls who 
killed his brother 30 years before—and they’re at it again. Also 
starring Brooke Adams, Chris Demetral, Robert Hy Gorman, 
William Sanderson. Based on a Stephen King short story. 
Vidmark. $89.95. Nov. 18. 

Strange Interlude: First video release of the filmed version of 
Eugene O’Neill’s Pulitzer Prize-winning play, starring Norma 
Shearer as a vibrant young woman brought down by her own lies, 
and Clark Gable as her husband’s best friend—and her lover. 
MGM/UA. $19.98. Nov. 18. 

The Student Prince: First video release of the lavish film 
version of Sigmund Romberg’s operetta, starring Mario Lanza 
as the lovesick heir to the Karlburg throne whose heart belongs to 
a barmaid. MGM/UA. $19.98. Nov. 18. 

Sweet Adeline: First video release of the musical starring 
Irene Dunne as a singer in a Hoboken beer garden who creates a 
sensation on Broadway and gets caught in the middle of a Spanish- 
American War spy plot. MGM/UA. $19.98. Nov. 18. 

That Midnight Kiss: First video release of the musical starring 
Mario Lanza as a singing truck driver travelling the road to 
success and romance with Kathryn Grayson. MGM/UA. $19.98. 
Nov. 18. 

Three Men on a Horse: First video release of the lighthearted 
George Abbott comedy about a greeting-card poet with a knack 
for picking horses, played by Frank McHugh, and Joan Blondell 
as his suspicious wife. MGM/UA. $19.98. Nov. 18. 

Toys in the Attic: First video release of the film adaptation of 
the Lillian Hellman play, starring Geraldine Page as a woman 
whose subconscious incestuous love for her ne’er-do-well brother 


CAN'T WAIT FOR ... 


threatens disaster when he re- 
turns home with a new wife, 
and Wendy Hiller as the older 
sister who tries to stop the 
smoldering jealousy from 
erupting. MGM/UA. $19.98. 
Nov. 18. 

Two For the Seesaw: First 
video release of the film adap- 
tation of William Gibson’s bit- 
tersweet stage comedy, star- 
ring Shirley MacLaine as a 
Greenwich Village free spirit 
with a heart of gold, and Rob- 
ert Mitchum as a square Ne- 
braska lawyer fleeing to the 
streets of New York after a 
painful divorce. MGM/UA. 
$19.98. Nov. 18. 

A Very Brady Christmas: 
Video release of the highest- 
rated TV movie of 1989, star- 
ring Robert Reed, Florence 
Henderson and other origi- 
nal cast members from the hit 
1970’s series. Paramount. 
$99.99. Nov. 18. 

Year of the Comet: Ro- 
mantic comedy starring 
Penelope Ann Miller as a 
wine investor who discovers in 
the cellar of a Scottish castle 
the rarest bottle of wine in the 
world, and Timothy Daly as 
the representative of a dealer 
whoshows up tocollect his cut, 
falling in love and getting them 
embroiled in an international 
adventure in the process. New 
Line. $99.99. Nov. 18. 

Yes, Giorgio: First video 
release of the romantic comedy starring Luciano Pavarotti as an 
opera star pursuing a woman during his American tour. MGM/UA. 
$19.98. Nov. 18. 

Deadbolt: Suspense thriller starring Justine Bateman as a 
beautiful med student who ignores the suspicions of her ex-hus- 
band, Chris Mulkey, decides to share an apartment with charm- 
ing Adam Baldwin, and ends up having a passionate affair that 
turns into a nightmare in which she’s imprisoned in her own 
bedroom. New Line. $89.95. Nov. 24. 

The Killer: The good news is that the notorious Hong Kong 
action thriller, the most violent movie in history, is available in 
America at last. The bad news is that it’s dubbed. The story of a 
hitman hired by the mob for one last job, and a relentless cop who 
will stop him at any cost, was written and directed by John Woo, 
but unfortunately he was not hired for the American remake, which 
will star Richard Gere. This original version stars Chow Yun-Fat, 
Danny Lee, Sally Yeh, Chu Kong. Fox Lorber. $89.95. Nov. 24. 

Patriot Games: Video release of the hit thriller starring 
Harrison Ford as a retired CIA agent, lecturing in London, who 
foils a terrorist plot by an extreme IRA faction to murder members 
of the Royal Family, and ends up fending off a vengeful counter- 
attack against himself, his wife Anne Archer, and his daughter 
Thora Birch. Also starring Patrick Bergin, Sean Bean, Polly 
Walker, James Earl Jones. Based on the Tom Clancy novel. 
Earned $80 million at the box office. Paramount. $99.99. Nov. 24. 

Proof: Award-winning Australian black comedy about a blind 
man whose deep-rooted mistrust of humanity prompts him to 
compulsively take photographs to document his world, and make 
sure it’s the same one others see. Starring Hugo Weaving, Russell 
Crowe, Genevieve Picot. Directed by first-timer Jocelyn 
Moorhouse, who swept the Australian Academy Awards and won 
a special mention at Cannes. New Line. $99.99. Nov. 24. 





Yes, we'll buy it. 


Homicidal Impulse: Sus- 
pense thriller starring Scott 
Valentine as anassistant D.A. 
whose career is stalled, but 
gets involved in a passionate 
affair with the D.A.’s niece, 
Vanessa Angel, who has 
enough ambition for the both 
of them, leading to a murder, 
then a deadly lovers quarrel. 
Live. $89.98. Nov. 25. 

Kickboxer 3: The Art of 
War: Martial arts action flick 
starring Sasha Mitchell asa 
guy who goes to Rio de Janeiro, 
where he is conned into a fight 
with a hired killer, then pulled 
into a life-and-death struggle 
for the life of a kidnapped 
young girl. Live. $89.98. Nov. 
25. 

Out For Blood: Revenge 
drama starring kickboxer Don 
“The Dragon” Wilson as an 
attorney whose family is bru- 
tally murdered by vicious drug 
dealers. PM. $89.95. Nov. 25. 

The Vagrant: Psychologi- 
cal thriller starring Bill 
Paxton as a young executive 
who buys a house, only to find 
a vile derelict living on the 
premises, playing sick mind 
games. Also starring Michael 
Ironside, Marshall Bell, 
Stuart Pankin, Mitzi 
Kapture, Colleen Camp. 
Directed by Chris Walas. 
MGM/UA. $94.99. Nov. 25. 

The Age of Innocence: Ro- 
mantic drama, based on Edith 
Wharton’s novel, about sacrifice, guilt and passion among the 
fashionable New York society set of the 1870’s. Starring Michelle 
Pfeiffer, Daniel Day-Lewis, Winona Ryder. Directed by Mar- 
tin Scorsese. Columbia. Theatrical. Dec. 

A Few Good Men: Drama starring Tom Cruise asa glib young 
Navy lawyer assigned to defend two Marines accused of murder. 
Also starring Jack Nicholson, Demi Moore, Kevin Bacon, 
Kevin Pollak, James Marshall, J.T. Walsh, Kiefer Sutherland. 
Directed by Rob Reiner. Columbia. Theatrical. Dec. 

Hoffa: Docudrama, sweeping over four decades, about power- 
ful Teamster boss Jimmy Hoffa, starring Danny DeVito as Hoffa, 
with Jack Nicholson, Armand Assante, J.T. Walsh, Robert 
Prosky, Kevin Anderson and Natalija Nogulich. Danny Devito 
also directs, from a screenplay by David Mamet. Twentieth 
Century Fox. Theatrical. Dec. 

Toys: Comedy starring Robin Williams as a toy maker who 
must save his father’s toy factory from the clutches of a demented 
uncle. Directed by Barry Levinson. Twentieth Century Fox. 
Theatrical. Dec. 

Used People: Comedic drama starring Shirley MacLaine as 
a Queens widow who, on the day of her husband’s funeral, is 
romanced by Marcello Mastroianni, an admirer of 23 years, 
causing her two quirky daughters to see mom in a whole new light. 
Also starring Kathy Bates, Jessica Tandy. Twentieth Century 
Fox. Theatrical. Dec. 

Beautiful Dreamers: Docudrama starring Rip Torn as free- 
thinking poet Walt Whitman, who meets a young doctor at a 
medical conference and journeys with him to a small-town mental 
asylum, where the townsfolk—and the doctor’s own wife--are 
outraged at Whitman’s radical ideas of guiltless sexuality and 
individualism. Whitman reforms the asylum’s barbaric techniques 
and gradually wins over the town. Hemdale. $89.95. Dec. 2. 


M  Entertain- 

ment, producer of 
such minor low-budget 
classics as Bikini Sum- 
mer, Ring of Fire and 
Wings Hauser’s A 
Time to Die, is moving 
up in the world. At the 
recent Video Software 
Dealers Association 
convention in Las Ve- 
gas, PM introduced its 
current familiar stable 
of stars—including 
Jessica Hahn, Lo- 
renzo Lamas, Kath- 
leen Kinmont, Don 
“The Dragon” Wil- 
son and, of course, 
Traci Lords—but al- 
so announced some 
new, pricier acting 
names, including Bil- 
ly Dee Williams, 
Tracy Scoggins and 
Maxwell Caulfield, 
all of whom will star in 
a futuristic action 
thriller called Alien In- 
vader, and OQO.J. 
Simpson, who will co- 
star with Lamas and 
Kinmont in Lethal In- 
stinct, aterrorist yarn. 
They also announced 
the most unlikely se- 
quelin recent memory: 
Ring of Fire Il, star- 
ring, once again, Don 
“The Dragon” Wil- 
son and Maria Ford. 

e 

The vast world of 
Asian movies is only 
beginning to be ex- 
plored by American 
video collectors, but 
Damon Foster of the Bay Area is way ahead of all 
of us. Damon puts out a messy, hard-to-read, some- 
times downright confusing zine called Oriental Cin- 
ema and Video that kind of grows on you once you get 
into the arcane language and character names. (A 
recent issue was devoted almost entirely to Japanese 
robots, which have names like Gunhed, Kikaider, 
Denjin Zaboga, Dai Tetsujin 1-7, and Mechagod- 
zilla.) He keeps up with Japanese animation (al- 
though he hates the wimps who go to “anime” con- 
ventions), Hong Kong martial arts films, and any- 
thing made in the Philippines, and he packs an 
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Lorenzo Lamas gets hairy in Final Impact. 


amazing amount of in- 
formation, humor- 
ously delivered, into 
each issue. (He also 
credits Joe Bob as be- 
ing one of his early in- 
fluences). We don’t 
know of anybody who 
watches more Asian 
films than this guy, 
and so it’s worth not- 
ing that these are the 
four best recent Hong 
Kong movies, in his 
opinion: A Better To- 
morrow, Dragons For- 
_ ever, The Killer and 
‘ Bullet in the Head. A 
48-page issue will set 
you back six bucks, but 
expect to buy two or 
three before you're 
fully aware of what’s 
going on here. The zine 
is... well... oriental. 
Write to: Damon Fos- 
ter, P.O. Box 576, Fre- 
mont, CA 94537-0576. 
€ 

The best First 
Amendment publica- 
tion in America—and, 
believe me, we've read 
them all—is Gauntlet, 
an annual anthology 
full of articles on the 
latest censorship bat- 
tles, banned books, 
controversial albums, 
the usual fascist at- 
tacks by the “politically 
correct,” underground 
comics—it’s allin here, 
and all up to date. But, 
unlike the newspapers 
who cover these same 
issues, editor Barry 
Hoffman actually prints censored fiction and photo- 
graphs as part of his reporting (a policy that occa- 
sionally gets Gauntlet itself banned). In the latest 
340-page issue, Hoffman’s army of contributors take 
on the rape issue (should the identities of accused 
rapists be protected, since their accusers’ identities 
already are?), the truth behind last year’s Persian 
Gulf War coverage (the American media were major 
wimps), updates on 2 Live Crew and Lenny Bruce, 
an interview with Mad magazine publisher Wil- 
liam M. Gaines shortly before his death, a tribute 
(in prose and in comics) to the late Bay Area under- 


ground cartoonist Dori Seda, interviews with often- 
censored performance artists Joe Coleman and 
Cherie Gaulke, and about thirty articles on various 
aspects of the “Political Correctness” nonsense. If 
there was a way to set off a gong, flash a Times 
Square-sized light, and ring the Liberty Bell, we 
would do all of that right now to get you to buy a copy 
of Gauntlet, which is banned from Waldenbooks but 
available from independent 
dealers or, better yet, by send- 
ing $12.95 plus $2 postage and 
handling to: Gauntlet, 309 Pow- 
ell Rd., Springfield, PA 19064. 
e 


One of the most striking 
1993 calendars we’ve seen is 
Lucinda Lewis’ Dream Ma- 
chines, featuring vintage 1950s 
cars, like a 1959 Desoto Fire- 
sweep Sportsman convertible, 
shimmering in the glow of mo- 
tel neon and slick pavement. 
These cars have such a sheen 
that they almost seem super- 
natural. The photographer, 
Cindy Lewis of Sherman 
Oaks, California, is now set- 
ting out to shoot her 1994 cal- 
endar, and she hopes to use as 
many drive-ins as possible, “es- 
pecially if they have cool neon.” 
Meanwhile, the 1993 version, 
full of one-of-a-kind diners, burger stands, cocktail 
lounges, and theaters from the past, is $9.95, plus 
$3.50 shipping and handling, plus 8.25 per cent sales 
tax if you live in California, payable to: Lucinda L. 
Lewis, Cindy Lewis Photography, 14431 Ventura 
Blvd., Suite 411, Sherman Oaks, CA 91423. 

& 

Cartooning guru Robert Crumb, on political 
correctness: “I wouldn’t judge or condemn work 
purely because it’s misogynistic or racist or anything 
else; I would judge and condemn it on whether it was 
interesting or boring, whether it was honest and 
truthful and real, or whether it was just somebody 
attempting to pander to some market they think is 
out there—somebody trying to be successful, or what- 
ever, instead of saying what’s really on their minds, 
dredging up what’s really in there. If it’s really in 
there, it ought to come out on paper. Better that it 
comes out on paper than to repress it and let it 
squeeze out in some rageful, angry act in the world. 
I never believed, and I’ve said this thousands of 
times, that drawing something in a comic book is 
very dangerous or harmful as far as influencing 
people’s behavior.” As quoted in our favorite 
cartoonist’s newsletter, Clay Geerdes’ Comix Wave,a 
little four-page sheet available for $9 for the next 
twelve issues, payable to: Clay Geerdes, P.O. Box 


7094, Berkeley, CA 94707. 

€ 
Something called the Center for the Study of 
Commercialism is trying to wipe out “advertising 
abuse,” including billboards on highways, solicita- 
tion phone calls, commercials on radio and televi- 
sion, but especially “junk mail.” And how are they 
raising money for their cause? By sending out junk 





It even makes us nostalgic. 


mail! When most people say “junk mail,” what they 
mean is third-class bulk mail, which is mostly 
unsolicited appeals to buy from catalogs, subscribe 
to magazines, join record clubs, etc. But our friend 
Herschell Gordon Lewis of Plantation, Florida, 
the father of the gore movie (he made Blood Feast in 
1963), is also the nation’s foremost authority on 
direct-mail fund-raising letters, and this letter from 
the Center for the Study of Commercialism, signed 
by “Michael Jacobson, Ph.D.,” is aclassic of the form. 
In fact, if we didn’t know better, we’d say that 
Herschell wrote it. Ifso, we consider this his greatest 
achievement thus far. 
€ 

Has anyone else noticed that Heavy Metal maga- 
zine seems to have gotten a second wind, and is 
extremely interesting lately, under the editorship of 
Julie Simmons-Lynch? It seems like they’ve 
started to blend their traditional strength—fantasy 
cartoons—with earthier stuff from satirists like 
Miguel Angel Prado and Daniel Torres, two 
guys who would normally feel at home only in some 
place like Mad magazine. It’s still the best cartoon- 
ists’ magazine in America, and a bargain at $12.95 
for six issues (one year), from: Heavy Metal, 155 
Avenue of the Americas, 10th Floor, New York, NY 
10013. 


I dont know, doctor, I lost all consciousness of being human—I think I was... 


Malled in Minnesota 


pin Bloomington, Minnesota, they just opened 
the world’s largest mall—335 stores, 4.2 mil- 
lion square feet, hundreds of tour buses pouring in 
from all over the midwest, an amusement park, bars, 
restaurants, a huge country-western theater, a multi- 
mega-cine-movie-plex .. . you get the idea. 
Excuse me while my eyes glaze over. 
Do you ever have the feeling when you're walk- 
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ing around a mall that your brain has stopped 
operating? It’s like you’re in suspended animation. 
Youre looking at stores, but you’re not seeing stores. 
You're eating the Fiesta Mexicana Plate from the 
“food court,” but youre not tasting anything, and, if 
you could taste it, it certainly wouldn’t taste like a 
Mexican Fiesta. You’ve bought some stuff, but you 
can’t remember exactly what you’ve bought. You’re 
walking alongside a family member, but you feel 
alone. 

I don’t know what you call this condition, when 
the mall has assaulted your brain until you're drift- 
ing up and down escalators, searching for the Izod 
store, staring into windows full of cellular phones, 
wandering through health-food stores even though 
you hate health food, eating that staple of the Mall 
Zombie Diet, a Mrs. Field’s cookie. But whatever you 
call this condition, I can’t stand it. It gives me the 
willies. I start getting moody, snapping at whoever’s 
around, saying things like, “No, I am not going into 
Dillard’s. We don’t need clothes this year. We can’t 








afford clothes.” 

And now they’ve created a place where you can 
stumble around like this for years. It’s like Total 
Recall, the Arnold Schwarzenegger movie where the 
guy s brain is reprogrammed to make him think he’s 
vacationing on the moon, when in fact he’s strapped 
into a dentist’s chair. 

Lemme put it this way: I prefer the dentist’s 

chair. 
- Anyhow, my question 
is, how did we get to this 
point in the first place? 
Thirty years agothis would 
have been unheard of. 
Thirty years ago we had 
what is known as “stores” 
and “amusement parks” 
and “movie theaters.” If 
<)> you wanted to go to buy 

something, you went tothe 

goldurn store. If you 

wanted to have fun, you 

hauled your hiney over to 

Six Flags. If you wanted to 

go to the movies, you went 

downtown and paid your 


een two bucks. 
Se Now people say, “I’m 
gas going to the mall.” 


They don’t say “I’m go- 

ing to a store at the mall.” 

They don’t say “I’m go- 

ing to the mall so Junior can ride around on the little 
Sesame Street train.” 

They don’t say “I’m going to the mall so I can see 
Honey, I Backed the Dumptruck Over the Kids.” 

No, they just say, “I’m going to the mall.” 

It’s like saying, “I’m going out.” 

“Out where?” 

“Nowhere. Just out.” 

And so if you say to somebody, “Why are you 
going to the mall? What do you need?” .. . they'll look 
at you like you're crazy. 

“Tm just going to the mall.” 

It’s its own destination. You don’t know what 
store youre going to, because you can’t remember 
what stores exist in the mall. You’re just going. You 
might see a movie and you might not. 

All I’ve got to say is, remember what happened to 
Arnold Schwarzenegger. One day they messed up 
the computer brain program, and he never came 
back. Think about it. How much do you really love 
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Bureaucrat Alert! 


The Studio Drive-In in Culver City, Califor- 
nia, was originally scheduled to be ripped down 
after forty-two years, to be replaced with a hous- 
ing complex—because the government wants it 
that way. The owners were still making money, 
but something called the Culver City Redevelop- 
ment Agency sent their commissars in to deal the 
death blow. Fortunately, the big-shot developer 
started fighting with the agency and eventually 
backed out of the deal, and now it’s gonna stay 
open for at least one more year. Postcard heat 
would help. Laurie Specter of Hollywood, Tony 
Anthony of West Hollywood, Jamie Green of El 
Lay, David J.Schow (screenwriter of Leatherface: 
The Texas Chainsaw Massacre III) of El Lay, 
David Lee Fein (screenwriter of Cheerleader 
Camp) of El Lay, Barbara Johnson of El Lay, 
Janice Jacobson of Culver City and Ferold Kress 
of Culver City all remind us that, without eternal 
vigilance, it can happen here. 
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té=—pYy Free Junk i 


The Official Free Junk Policy: People all over the world 
send Joe Bob free junk, and Joe Bob gives it away at random, 
like Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it to the first person who 
asks for it. He gives it to the first person he notices who asks 
for it. This means whatever letter happens to be at the top 
of the stack whenever we open the mail. No dealers. Try to 
be specific. If you act like a jerk in your letter, you will 
receive no free junk for the rest of your life. 

Books 

The Star Spangled Crunch by Richard Condon, Suitors to the 
Queen by Josephine Ross, Frommer’s Switzerland and Liechtenstein, 
Takeover by Herb Schmertzand Larry Woods, The Teachings of 
Don Juan: A Yaqui Way of Knowledge by Carlos Castaneda, The 
Teddy Bear Book by Peter Bull, Texas Law in Layman’s Language 
by Ralph Walton, Texasville by Larry McMurtry, This Fascinating 
Oil Business by Max W. Ball, Douglas Ball and Daniel S. Turner, 
Thisll Kill Ya by Harry Willson, The Thorn Birds by Colleen 
McCullough, Train Wrecks: A Pictorial History of Accidents on the 
Main Line, Treasury Holiday poems by William Harmon, The 
Trouble With Girls comic book, Twenty Years at Hull-House by 
Jane Addams, Twisted Image by Ace Backwards, Unsung Hero- 
ines: A Salute to Springfield Women by Melinda Fish Kwedar, 
Vacation Towns of California, The Vampire Lestat by Anne Rice, 
The Vanishing Land by Robert West Howard, The White Hotel by 
D.M. Thomas, With Malice Toward None: The Life of Abraham 
Lincoln, by Stephen B. Oates, Without Feathers by Woody Allen. 
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Court TV remains the most amazing—and scary—network on cable... 


Life-or-Death Television 


Y ou know how you can turn on the Court TV 
channel, thinking “Here’s something I'll watch 
for five, ten minutes before I go to work,” and then 
fourteen hours later you're still watching? 

You've been fired from your job. Your relatives 
are looking into committing you to the mental hospi- 
tal. (Of course, when you find out about this, your 
first thought is, “I hope they send Fred Graham to 
cover the hearing.”) But you don’t care. Because you 
have just got to find out if the jury will vote for 





second-degree murder or let the guy go. 

I used to think ESPN was the most addictive 
television network ever invented, especially during 
college basketball season when you can turn it on 
any time during the day or night, and there will be 
15,000 seriously deranged people jumping up and 
down like epileptic monkeys after every shot. You 
don’t even know who’s playing, and you watch that. 

But that was nothing compared to Court TV. 
They average three or four life-or-death verdicts a 
day (or at least prison-or-freedom verdicts). And I 
can never stand that moment when the jury comes 
back with the verdict, and it seems like an eternity 
before they get all the legal language read properly, 
and the verdict checked over by the judge—and then 
one or two words, and boom, it’s over. When it’s 
“Guilty,” ’ve noticed that the bailiffs always slap the 
cuffs on the guy immediately. Usually the defendant 
is in mental outer space. He didn’t expect it to be so 
slow, and then, when it happened, he didn’t expect it 
to be so quick. Sometimes they don’t even seem to 


realize they're being handcuffed. 

Anyhow, this network is dangerous. I would 
imagine that people are starting to have it blocked 
off their cable just so they can get some sleep. 

I wrote a column about Court TV during its first 
month on the air—about a year and a half ago, when 
everyone was claiming it would destroy the court 
system—and now, after a steady diet of famous and 
not-so-famous cases, it’s actually done the opposite. 
Maybe its the way Fred Graham and Cynthia 
McFadden and the other anchors re- 
port the cases, but it’s become almost a 
shrine to the wisdom of the legal sys- 
tem. These people revere lawyers and 
courts and judges and things legal. 

But there’s one part of Court TV 
that really scares me, and probably 
does more to destroy the image of the 
courts as being fair than anything else 
they do. Every afternoon Court TV has 
acall-in show, usually hosted by Cynthia 
McFadden and a guest lawyer, and 
they take calls pertaining to that day’s 
case. 

Most of the time, the callers have 
obviously watched the entire trial, be- 
cause they know every minute detail of 
the testimony. But here’s the scary 
part: They’ve all reached a verdict! 

Even if the trial is gonna run three 
weeks, and they ’ve only been watching 
three days, they already know who’s 
innocent, who’s guilty, who’s lying, who’s telling the 
truth, and what should happen now. They'll say 
things like, “There’s no way this fellow could be a 
murderer,” or, more often, “He should definitely get 
the death penalty for what he did”—and, of course, 
this is before anyone has proved anything about 
what he did. Sometimes they'll even suggest addi- 
tional people who should be prosecuted. 

Whenever I watch these phone calls, I think, 
“That person could have been on the jury.” Jury 
selection is a fairly random process. Any of these 
people can end up on a jury. And, after all, they do 
have a right to have opinions about the case, simply 
because they watch the whole case. But it’s the way 
they have moral opinions about what’s usually just 
a question of deciding what the facts are. 

Up until now, I always thought juries were fair. 
I really did believe that. But, if you watch this long 
enough, you'll decide that juries probably aren’ fair. 

Goldang that Court TV—making me think again. 

Excuse me, I gotta go get some rest. 
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Dear Mr. Briggs, 

I read your reviews weekly in the San Francisco 
Chronicle, so I was hoping to write something witty 
in order to get my letter printed. I’m still trying to 
think of something. 

Thanks, 
Tom Grenache 
Chico, Calif. 
Dear Tom: 
You lucked out. 


Joe Bob, 
Greetings from the home of Island Drive-In! 
Do Adrienne Barbeau movies discuss the duality 
of man? 
Thanks, 
Lewis Hurwitz 
Almeda, Calif. 
Dear Lewis: 
I hate it when you guys make the question fun- 
nier than I can make the answer. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

Being stationed overseas I do not get to see your 
columns very often. Unfortunately, this means I 
miss some very good advice. A letter from a person 
for the ethical treatment of animals recently wrote to 
you about your column on turkey hunting. They said 
imagine you are in a bar when a beautiful women 
lures you over. She lifts her skirt to show you some 
silky thigh. As you approach she blows your brains 
all over the bar. 

I obviously missed an informative article about 
turkey hunting. Do you hunt with this tactic? Do 
turkeys find your thighs attractive for some reason? 
How would they know? 

I’ve never been hunting this way and would like 
to find out more about it. 

Sincerely, 
B. Gray 
U.S. Air Force 
Misawa, Japan 
Dear B.: 
It only works with transvestite turkeys. 


Dear Joe Bob— 

Try to agree with me here. 

We are living in perhaps the most boring time 
ever known to man. Our brains are overpowered. 
Everything falls a bit short. 

We get all of the diversions. Television, cinema, 
affordable drugs. But after a while, that stuff won’t 
work because we know it’s just not real. 


Here’s the idea. We get our scientists to whip up 
a batch of genetic monsters, gargoyles and winged 
alligators. Everything they can unleash. The coun- 
try can buy some cheap land with all this tax money, 
some place down in Florida maybe. We can create a 
real movie. 

We can charge tourists two bucks for a harrow- 
ing bus ride. Japanese with cameras, flabby white- 
suburban families. We can soup up the buses with 
only 454 Chevy engines and glass packs. 

Breathe some of your genius into this, let’s see if 
it can be done. 

Signed, 
Hanging (by my neck) in there, 
Troy Hyde 
Murphy, Tex. 
Dear Troy: 

Let me get this straight. You wanna breed freaks 
who can take money from the Japanese. 

We already have that. It’s called “Hollywood.” 


Dear Joe Bob, 

Hi ya! We just wanted to drop you a line to let you 
know how deeply we appreciate your reviews. We 
were also wondering how your “Save the Drive-In 
Theaters” campaign is working. 

The purpose of this letter is to ask you two mind- 
boggling questions that have kept us awake for years 
pondering the answers. 

1. Within the last month, Beth has been collect- 
ing the tabs off aluminum cans. As of right now, she 
has 1,582. The reason she collects these tabs is 
because there is a myth floating around that if you 
fill up a jug (milk carton) full of these tabs you will 
receive seventy dollars. She'll soon see if this is true. 
Back to the original point, we were thinking the 
other day about how many tabs have surrounded us 
in our lifetime and we never knewit. That started us 
thinking about how many other things we are around 
on a regular basis that we never pay attention to. 
Where would we be without these simple items? We 
think it’s time we gave them credit and started 
paying attention to the money-making potential 
that these unnoticed items could bring. Any sugges- 
tions on what we could use? 

2. If they had had electricity when America was 
discovered, what song would be playing? 

We are awaiting your answers with such inten- 
sity that our ears are starting to bleed. 

P.S. By the way, we had a male type this for us. 
Female power fu. 

P.P.S. Out of all the different advice givers (Ann 
Landers, Abigail Van Buren, Dr. Ruth), how come 
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you re the only one with a decent haircut? 
Sincerely, your two biggest fans (no Misery pun 
intended), 
Beth Greenwood 
Barb Santella 
Dallas 

Dear Beth and Barb: 

[ve started collecting empty toilet paper rolls, 
because I thought to myself one day, “How come we 
saved these and used them for their proper purpose— 
namely, pretending they were trumpets—until we 
were ten years old, and then we stopped doing it? 
How many toilet paper rolls have we simply ignored 
since then?” Pretty soon I'll have enough for a whole 
symphony orchestra. 

And if we had electricity when America was 
discovered, the song would be Stairway To Heaven. 
What else? 


Dear Mr. Briggs: 
Your point on AIDS (God sending it “to show how 
mean ...a healthy man can be toward a sick man”) 
is well taken. At the risk of belittling and offending 
my stupid Christian brethren, I will point out that 
God rarely punishes people directly on earth, but He 
does allow you to sin and suffer the consequences. 
AIDS and much else is a matter of reaping what you 
sow. The disease would not exist if people behaved, 
and some Christians can’t resist the urge to say, “I 
told you so.” But if we lose our compassion, God will 
judge us all the more harshly because we ought to 
know better. The fundamentalists want justice, and 
I seem to be in a very small minority. I wonder what 
God will send us next. 
Yours most sincerely, 
James Isaak 
Hillsboro, Ore. 

Dear Jimbo: 

AIDS would not exist “if people behaved”? 

James James James James James! 

Nobody behaves, James. 

Nobody. 

I'm surprised if they don’t teach this at your 
church. 


Victory Over Communism! 


The R-C Fredericksburg Drive-In on La- 
fayette Boulevard in Fredericksburg, Maryland, 
continues to hang in there despite heavy devel- 
opment in the area, causing the atmosphere to 
be invaded by a lot of extra light sources, putting 
a lot of glare on the screen. Bill Menke, vice 
president of the Virginia Division of R-C The- 
aters, vows to fight the light menace. Roland S. 
Sweet of Alexandria, Virginia, reminds us that, 
with eternal vigilance, the drive-in will never 
die. 


banAgogonooooooooonoooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo 





This Week's Contest 


Judy Brink of Virginia Beach, Virginia: “This 
movie I’m about to describe to you has haunted me 
for years. I don’t remember much, but I doremember 
enough to wonder whether it was ever for real or a 
product of the hallucinogenic sixties. I think it did 
come out in the late sixties and I think it was called 
The Cube. It’s about some guy that’s in a totally 
white room devoid of furniture or doors. The wild 
part is, everybody can go in and out but him. A 
bizarre parade of people and events happen to tor- 
ment this poor guy, then he gets in some kind of scrap 
with someone or something and he bleeds... . 
strawberry jam! (Look out, Mr. Spock!) Anyway, in 
the end I think he finds out it’s some kind of weirdo 
psycho experiment and is allowed to walk out with 
the doctors. As he’s saying how relieved he is not to 
be nutso, everybody and everything melts away and 
there he is back in the ‘cube’ again. No bare breasts, 
but I believe there might have been a body or two 
because of the ‘jam’ incident. Fact or fiction, Joe Bob? 
Help!” 

A video will be awarded to one correct answer each week. (In 


the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to We Are the Weird, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, 


TX 75221. 
We Have A Winner! 


In the August 24 issue, Jim Pratt of Holmen, 
Wisconsin described “an awesome piece of trash 
years ago about some Hell’s Angels types who did 
some dirty deeds, and the judge gave them the choice 
of either the death sentence or be sent to Nam. ... 
They took the Nam option and were sent over there 
with their choppers decked out with machine guns 
and rocket launchers mounted on the handlebars.” 

We had 11 correct answers, so our winner was 
chosen by drawing. It is Roger Simpson of Ana- 
heim, California, who wrote: “The closest I can come 
up with is a flick from 1970 called The Losers. It’s 
about five bikers sent to Cambodia to rescue a 
politician. If this is the one, you can find it through 
Movies Unlimited, 1-800-523-0823.” 

Itis indeed the one. Additional information came 
from our runners-up... 

Stephen Johnston of Lisle, Illinois: “The Los- 
ers was producer Joe Soloman’s third biker movie 
after 1967’s Hell’s Angels on Wheels and 1968's 
Angels From Hell. Character actor Jack Starrett, 
who starred in the previous films, directed this one, 
just one year after making his directorial debut with 
Run Angel Run. Also of interest is 1971’s Werewolves 
on Wheels, on which Joe Soloman served as execu- 
ase producer.” 


Erik Nelson of Houston: “Jack Starrett also 
directed Race With the Devil (a good chase movie 
with Peter Fonda, Warren Oates and Loretta Swit). 
Starrett also acted in Hell’s Angels on Wheels, An- 
gels From Hell, and The Young Sinners. (The Young 
Sinners is a movie starring, written, directed and 
produced by Tom Laughlin. When I saw The Losers 
at the drive-in in the early seventies, the main 
feature was Born Losers, another Laughlin movie. 
Small world, isn’t it?) The Losers starred the great 
William Smith, Adam Roarke, Bernie Hamilton, and 
Jack Starrett. A great flick, especially if you like 
motorcycle epics.” 

Mark Turner of Decatur, Indiana: “A great 
companion piece to The Losers was Chrome and Hot 
Leather, made in 1971 and also starring William 
Smith, this time as a bad guy. This movie had the 
bikers kill off the wife of a Marine in Vietnam. When 
he comes home for the funeral with his friends, they 





Send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or gift) of We 
Are the Weird and save $5 on an autographed copy of Joe Bob’s 


-Check out Joe Bob’s Ironclad deal! 


buy their own motorcycles, steal some weapons from 
their base and go after the bikers. Almost a reversal 
of the first film.” 

Brian Johnson of Greenville, Pennsylvania: 
“The Losers is, in my humble opinion, the last of the 
‘real’ biker flicks.” 

John C. Marshall of Carson, California: “I 
don’t remember much about The Losers, but my 
sources say their target destination was Cambodia, 
not Vietnam per se. Those same sources make sport 
of the premise—parachuting Hell’s Angel’s types 
into Southeast Asia—but they forget the movie was 
suggested by Sonny Barger’s (President of the Hell’s 
Angels) public offer to President Johnson to go to 
Vietnam and ‘kick some butt.” 

Other runners-up were Richard Linoleum of 
Park Forest, Illinois; Terry Maher of Stow, Ohio; 
Jim Perine of Grove City, Ohio; Don Selk of New 
Orleans, and Clint Williams of Oakland, Michigan. 





Name 


future bestseller, Iron Joe Bob. Only $14 (plus $2.40S/H).IronJoe Address 


Bob offer expires December 31, 1992. 
ES) Yes, here’s $51.40 for a year’s subscription and Iron Joe 
Bob—$86.40 in foreign countries. 
= Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 


s Put me down for a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. 
(Available in U.S. only) 





City St... Jp 
Charge Card # 

Check one: MC___Visa___Exp.Date: 
Signature 


Binders and Back Issues 


Red binder with We Are the Weird logo 
and year (1990, 1991 or 1992) 


$4 per back issue 
$14.95 per binder/$24.95 for two 


Every issue of We Are the Weird ever published, plus 
binders: $150 


Complete list of back issues available upon request. 
Please note that some of the issues have mailing labels on 
them, butall are in good condition. Also, a few issues have 
sold out and will be replaced with xerox copies. 


Historic T-Shirt Offer! 


The front features the Joe 
Bob Briggs World Head- 
quarters symbol (seen at 
right) in deep blue, tur- 
quoise and salmon. In 
other words, it looks like 
Leroy Neiman threw up 
on it. The back reads: 





“The drive-in will never die.” 
Short-sleeved, 100% cotton. $14.95 each. 


| Address 
| City 


Joe Bob Book Orders 


To order personally autographed copies of Joe 
Bob’s books, send order form to address below. 


Specify what you want Joe Bob to write in your 
book. He'll write whatever 


A GUIDE TO 
WESTERN 
ee 


JOEBOB __ 
DR to "IN coe 


sbi fap tad iapsastapsias ty 





The Cosmic Wisdom of Joe Bob Briggs, $17.95 ea. 
(TX residents add $1.48 sales tax ea.) 


Joe Bob Goes to the Drive-In, $8.95 ea. 
(TX residents add .74 sales tax ea.) 


A Guide to Western Civilization, or My Story, $9.95 ea. 
(TX residents add .82 sales tax ea.) 


Joe Bob Goes Back to the Drive-In, $10.95 ea. 
(TX residents add .90 sales tax ea.) 


$2.00 shipping and handling per book. Please allow 4-6 
weeks for delivery. 


Name 





St Zip 





Charge Card # 


Add $1.23 sales tax per shirt if you live in Texas, plus $2.40 first | Check one: MC__Visa__Exp.Date: 


class shipping per order. Specify S, M, L, XL! 


Signature 





Make all checks payable to We Are the Weird, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221 
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Joe Bob’s Classifieds 





Fanzines 


Fan Clubs 






TOTAL MADNESS! 


AIL ORDER MADNESS is an eclectic new catalog/ 
review packed with weird products, exotic mer- 
chandise, strange classified ads. . .and more. We research 
1000's of sources to bring you the most off-beat products 
in the world! First issue is FREE!. Write MOM, PO Box 
6283, Annapolis, MD 21401. Not for the fainthearted! 

















Adult Comics—humor, fanzines, funny ani- 
mal, more! Dozens of titles! Free Catalog! 
Mailbox Books, Box 1278(x), Roslyn, PA 
19001. 


= Wanted 


Correspondence wanted by male prisoners. 
All letters answered. Jack Friend, Box H- 
39500, Tamal, CA 94974. 


Video Sales 


Hong Kong movies! Bullet in the Head, 





Once a Thief, etc. Send SASE to: Pagoda 
Video, 2 Holworthy Ter., Cambridge MA 
02138. 

Ranky the Nazi Clown! Finally on VHS! $19 
for two half-hour shows. Free catalog. Write 
MBI, P.O. Box 3759, St. Louis, MO 63122. 


Video Trades 


Want to trade/buy MST-3000 videos—espe- 
cially interested in early ones. Eric Parish, 
672 Cocapah, Vista, CA 92083. 
Wanted—VHS copy of Hard Driver, Two 
Lane Black Top, Rancho Deluxe. Send info/ 
price to MTW, 6065 Sundale Way #85, Fair 
Oaks, CA 95628. 

Want to trade/buy videos on Scream Queens, 
cat fights and 1960’s cult TV. Send list. C.A., 
P.O. Box 931326, Hollywood, CA 90093. 
Collect and trade rare television, especially 
obscure sitcoms. Good or stupid. Also rare 
movies. John Leist, 620 W. University 
Pkwy., Baltimore, MD 21210. 





Monique Gabrielle Fan Club. Photos, news- 
letter, etc. Send SASE to 4520 Van Nuys 
Blvd. #538, Sherman Oaks, CA 91403. 


Free Ad for 
Video 
Collectors! 


_ If you collect and want to trade 


videos, Joe Bob will give you a free ad 
(up to twenty words—60 cents each 
additional word). No businesses. No 
dealers. Just send information to P.O. 
Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. 


Joe Bob Briggs 
P.O. Box 2002 
Dallas, TX 75221 





| Get Yours—Dirt Cheap! : 


Place a personal ad or message, sell or trade videos, publicize events! Whatever! Fax 

| your ad to 214-368-2310 and charge to Visa/MasterCard for $1 additional fee (don't | 
forget your signature and expiration date) or mail your ad with check payable toWe Are 
The Weird, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Deadline is 5 p.m. every Monday. Your ad 

| will appear in approximately three weeks. Display advertising is $75 per inch. 


| $10 for 15 words, 60 cents each additional word 
| Run the ad a second time at half price! 





| 

| 

| 

| Ad Copy | 

| | 

| | 

Section | 
Name Day phone 

| MasterCard/Visa # Exp. Date | 
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